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wall of fog, and above our deck the stars were
bright, yet the Windhover, which, with engines
reversed, seemed to be going ahead with frightful
velocity, moved into an opacity in which there was
nothing but the warning sounds of a great fear of
us.   I imagined in the dark the loom of impending
bodies, and straining overside in an effort to make
them out, listening to the murmur of the stream,
nervously fanned the fog  with  my hat  in a
ridiculous effort to clean it.   Twice across our
bows perilous shadows arose, sprinkled with stars,
yet by some luck they drifted silently by us, and
the impact we expected and were braced for was
not felt.

I don't know hcrvv long it was before the
Windhover lost way, but we anchored at last* and
our OWIJL bell bqjaii to ring. When owr unseen
he4rd tEe humming of our exhaust,
ic appeal subsided, and only now and
then they gave their bells a shaking, perhaps to
find whether we answered from the same place.
There was an absolute silence at last, as though all
had crept stealthily away, having left us, lost and
solitary, in the fog, We felt confident there
would be a clearance soon ; we only shrouded $Wj